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Conjecture" in weather like this I should never see the
track. Looking in the direction I had to go, I saw
the track appearing to run along the southern fringe of
the blackness; and as it turned out, I was able to fly
just in the clear weather, with the storm on my right
hung like a dark and tragic tapestry in the troubled
heavens. I wound my way through the gaunt basalt
hills, following the track up and round wadis, along
the whale-backs of dark hills, in and out like a maze.
If one were lost in the "Land of Conjecture" it would
be like a nightmare. One looks and is sure that the
track runs down a certain wadi, or round a certain hill;
and looking again, one sees a dozen wadis the same.
The features of the land repeat themselves again and
again with maddening persistence, and trick the eye and
mind* There is something weirdly uncanny about this
arid country, the kingdom of lava, ordered and patterned
by the eruptions of the times of long ago.
After we had passed over the kidney-shaped mud
flat at F I asked Barrett to get out our afternoon tea
biscuits and the tea-filled Thermos, for it was more or
less tea-time. And as we went along over the blackened
hills we consumed afternoon tea, On the outside of
the box there was a picture of two ladies of the eighties
or nineties with waists and mutton-chop sleeves having
tea in a drawing-room! It seemed so incongruous
eating these dainty biscuits in such a situation- At
about 5.0 p«m. local time we passed into the western
purlieus of the "Land of Conjecture1* and wound acrosa
the undulating boulder-strewn plain towards D. As
I approached D I saw a Vimy on the groumd and a
group of cars. This was Mahon, who had haded
some time before. I circled round and landed, being

